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RAP HAMLET CAST AND SETTINGS 


Ham 
Homeboy 
Ham’s Father 


The Boss 
Gert 
Pol 


Felicia 


Larry 
Gold 


Brass 


a college student 

a neighborhood friend 

a ghost 

a political leader of a corrupt 
inner-city ward, Ham’s uncle 
and new stepfather 


Ham’s mother, newly married to Boss 


store-owner, and a bumbling political 
conniver, father to Felicia and Larry 


Ham’s girlfriend 


college student and renowned 
basketball! player 


a criminal errand boy who sports 
lots of jewelry 


a blunt and fiery reformer 


Homeless Woman clowish, wise, and insightful-- 


A basketball blacktop, 
cemetery 


a witty debater against Ham and Homeboy 


room ina political club, bedroom, 


DRAFT/TREATMENT RAP HAMLET SCENE ONE 


Afternoon, a basketball! blacktop 


HOMEBOY in a kind of tricky dribbling drill. HAM enters, stares 
at him. 


HOMEBOY 
(now holding ball, pretends to hand it to HAM, then withdraws it) 


Hey boy! Why you think you walk on here without no fear? 
It’s an intrusion! This aint no higher-learnin institution. 


HAM 
I’m same, bro. I haven’t changed. 
HOMEBOY 
A stranger from another language, 
you a walk-on and a dumb bet 
"cause the team’s all set. 
HAM 
That right? 
HOMEBOY 
Unbright! 
Don’t know from who you sent, 
but we’s lookin for TALENT! 
HAM 
That bad? 
HOMEBOY 


Almost sad. 


HAM 


a (mock pompous) You know, Homeboy, (gesturing widely) I’d prefer 
to see conditions much improved among the underclass. 


HOMEBOY 


Then kiss my ass ’cause 
I aint no underclass 


HAM 
At any rate, don’t worry. I don’t forget the place I come fron, 
Dude. 

HOMEBOY 


My but that is th-RILLING news. 

But what’s true’s 

I don’t come from anywheres. I is! You dig? 
That’s the dif- 

ference ’tween us two. 


HAM 


Then, who be you? 


ce HOMEBOY 


(demonstrating some basketball moves) 


’m Homeboy the ladies’ joy! 

’m Clyde the Glide, 

’m Twin Towers all! by hisself. 

’m the Flash of Fingerrrrroll. 

’m The Doctor of Dunk! 

*m the dark dark Bird, Funk- 

ead! A raven that’s ravin’, man. 


HAM 


Never mind anymore, Bore! 


HOMEBOY 
Malone the Mailman! Patrick the...the...! 
HAM 


Uh huh! (blocking HOMEBOY) Well I won’t let you set. 
All the junk mail out your bag yet? 


Ce HOMEBOY 
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(threatens him with ball and then drops it to make what seems 
menacing approach--and then they embrace, and play around with 
some high fives. HOMEBOY retrieves bal! and hands to HAM.) 


Well let’s see what they teach the walkons in that college,dummy. 
(aside) He just a regular sweetheart to his mummy! 
HAM 


After watching you I’ve seen enough, 
Wouldn’t dare come here with white-coach stuff. 


HOMEBOY 
Too rough? But you really here checkin up Felicia, that I know. 
You worried that she meet some other Bo, another fumbling fool. 
So she get to understand a man with better hands--and tools. 
HAM 
(steals ball) It’s you the fool. (HOMEBOY really plays him 
tightly) 
My Felicia and me the BEST, pest! 
More you rage more we’s on same page! Now watch ME soar! 
HOMEBOY 
(holding him) Uh huh. Where | hear all this before? 
HAM 


Man you is a nuisance! 


HOMEBOY 
(letting go and backing off) |! is a translucence! 
HAM 


You got that right. The women see enough through you 
right off the bat. 


HOMEBOY 


Depends what part they’s looking at. 
So Ham, my man... why you back here anyways? 


HAM 


My father’s funeral. 


HOMEBOY 


Don’t jive me, friend. 
More like your mother’s damn wedding. 


HAM 
Same timeframe, unfortunately. 
HOMEBOY 


Ooooo, time-f-RAME! Don’t start 
that college talkin with no heart! 
There a couple months and he already smart! 


HAM 
But not street-smart, Homeboy, right? 
HOMEBOY 


You never arrive that station. 

But how come this sensation 

of a wedding to The Boss 

so jammed up ’gainst the dead? 

Old ladies waggin heads 

in consternation! 

Old man and lady going for a toss! 

The Christians, even, at a prayin loss, it’s said. 


HAM 
Homeboy! Friend! 
All the money that they saved recycling funeral eats again! Warm 
the Swedish meatballs! Swarm 
the salads with additional cheap mayo. 
O sock the dried-up dinners in the microwave! 
HOMEBOY 
That way nobody tell their age, sucker. 


HAM 


You imagine my father,if he lived--with all of his high-class 
tastes--in the middle of that lowwwwww-oh-oh-oh-oh trash? 


HOMEBOY 


No, that’d be a trap 
for one so fine 


but that’s no problem at this time 
"cause I can visualize 
your Daddy out-of-sight. 
I don’t have no trouble there. 
He sit right on these bleachers here last night. 
And dressed so nice! Way he do in life! 
HAM 


Look-alike. 


HOMEBOY 
Done never been no look-alike 
like that come to the game. 
He look so much alike 
why he be same! 
HAM 
Yeah. Uh huh. I may just be a little lamb, 
no bad old ass like you, but I’m not crazy Ham 
just yet. Delusions being exclusions! 
HOMEBOY 
Oh Yeah? Well come here tonight and see, 
you college boy. There be 
something more than that they learn you at that school-- 
HAM 
That right? 
HOMEBOY 
among the lies 
that Whitey likes 
for Afro fools. 
HAM 
I wouldn’t be surprised, but all can be explained. 
HOMEBOY 
Tell me about pain. 


HAM 


What? 


HOMEBOY 
(aside) He can’t see his own life. Too afraid. 
HAM 
That right? Afraid of nothing so I’11 drive up...IN YOUR FACE! 
HOMEBOY 


That be the day. You like shady lady with you easy tricks. 


HAM 
Oh? Then here! (stepping back and tossing HOMEBOY the ball) 
Give you all the chances that you wish 
for throwing up your bricks! 


HOMEBOY 


Bricks huh? Well pay attention to this burst! 
*Cause when they talkin blacktop allstars, Homeboy he come first! 


HAM 


Funny how so many mention Brass. 


HOMEBOY 
That dim dude, Brass, he only know but one way to the rim. 
He got no moves! Strictly workin class! 
HAM 


I heard he’s moving on this way and with some others. 
HOMEBOY 


Yeah, another march against drugs with all the mothers bandin. 
He be so hot he change the world startin where we’re standing. 


I tell you, Ham, your uncle, Boss, ’11 burn his hot-dog ass. 


And Ham, you tell me this, How come this Brass 
he be so white upon the court, yet walkin in the world so black? 


HAM 


I don’t know, bro. Be split, don’t take a hit. 
They say he’s like some kind of fiery saint. 
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HOMEBOY 

Oh yeah? Well, like you, cool he aint! 
HAM 

I’m hurt! My feathers ruffled. 
HOMEBOY 


So what they like, this COUPLE? 
*scuse my laughin’, Boss and Mama? 
(aside) Strange the way his Daddy die, and now this drama. 


HAM 


Old Cab Callaway--now he was good--and Count Basie and the Duke. 

They try to imitate them and some others of that time, 
be some kind of fluke- 

y jivesters, like (ridiculous kind of spastic cake-walk by HAM) 
bad old tired old sepia-toned black-white film ajerking by 
with hep- and hip-cat NEEEEE- 
gros jitterbugging in their quick skirts 
and their zootsuits, don’t you see? 

When they aint asittin down with-- 


HOMEBOY 
(sings vibrato) Olddddddd Blackkkkkk Joocooocooce. 
HAM 


They think they’re horny jitterbuggers staggering 
out from all the bad old days. Disgusting! 


HOMEBOY 
---with all their oh so gentle voices begging for a story from 
the past. 

HAM 


(a strident mother) JoSEPH! You get you black ass 
in here NOW! (aside)--your old jive-jazz 
stale as rolls at that...awful awful wedding! 


HOMEBOY 


JELLYroll more like. All the vandals 
lovin their handles. 


HAM 


(pondering) In aaaa time-warp my mother and my uncle 
sucking each to each like sex-crazed kids. My father hardly cold! 


HOMEBOY 


Huh! They can’t breathe it’s not thirty year old 
air. Can’t last, this livin in the past ’n 
tryin all the time to act the kid: 


All the Babbits 
screwin like rabbits. 


HAM 

In their dreams!--I hope and pray-- 
HOMEBOY 

And lust 

Ftrust? 

Well, chickens do come home to roost 


no matter what you do. And what YOU should do 
is mind you OWN damn business! 


HAM 
It isn’t what you think, man! 
HOMEBOY 
Nothing’s what I think, man. 
Let me tell you I! thought nothing all my life. 
Get really good you really guh-uh-LIDE [glide]. 
Don’t you know black people started at the Nile? 
HAM 
What’s that got to do--? 
HOMEBOY 
Ever hear of Nihlism? See, 
that’s policy of this young Afro country, 
where I be president and emperor and star! 


HAM 


You are? 
Give me a break 


for God’s sake! 
HOMEBOY 


This the nation 
of improvisation! 


HAM 
Then you don’t know your station! 
HOMEBOY 


Anyways let slide 

this mama-poppa-uncle stuff. 

People gonna ride that shit not matter what. 
Hey! Old men are mostly stu- 

Pid in just what 

they can’t do. They try 

but can’t just get it up, 

and countries die when 

helping them pretend. 


HAM 


(sings) Oh oh say can you see-- 


HOMEBOY 
us with 
BOTH 
the Emperor’s new pee-nus! (high fives) 
HAM 
Hmph! I only know my mother now by company she keeps. 


Like, you know...bugs creeeeeep. (spits) 
HOMEBOY 


I be careful,boy, cause Boss he still the man. 
"Specially cause folks’d rather see you in his place. 
Listen up! ‘’Cause that’s your joker. And your ace! 

So-O0 keep sniffing at the air, my man, 

and watch you young black ass. 

Or end life fast: 


like to see you DIStingushed 
not dissed...in other words, EX!tinguished, 
"cause Boss, now he gotta few Cauca- 
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sian friends with vowels hangin 
off their names, you dig? 


HAM 
Such white sharks sniff blood! 
HOMEBOY 
Uh huh. And I’m thinkin that they’re swim- 
min all together in the drug-scum. 
I can tell ’cause Boss he lecture some 
against it every chance he get. 
HAM 
Another of his crooked missions you can bet. 
HOMEBOY 
Yeah he be real good politician. 
He understood 
the old forked tongue from Whitey good. 
White hands washing black 
yak yak yak, Shadrack. 
Black hands washing white, 
now aint THAT a sight? 
HAM 


I...like life, though confusing at this moment. 
I’m anyway not overly anxious to lose it. 


HOMEBOY 

Uh huh? Cause then you lose Fel-LEE-SEE-AH-AH too! 
HAM 

Screw you! 
HOMEBOY 

Felicia, MMMMMMM! I take over you go back to college. 
Get me some dat carnal knowledge! 
Me, I don’t sit on the fence... 


in the biblical sense. 


HAM 


HS | 


Then get prepared to die! 
HOMEBOY 


(mock fear) Oh me oh my! 
NOW *scuse me while | sigh. (does? 


(aside) She’1!1 get satisfaction 
from my action! 


HAM 


Come down from off that dreamy cloud. 
Thinking of my sweet lady’s not allowed! 


HOMEBOY 


But seriously Ham, if things someday get brighter 
then Homeboy he sure would do his part, 

like helpin get this whole mess turnin righter, 
say send hot mama and her flame away 

to some ole town or other for retirement farts. 


At any rate turn that fur- 

ious Brass aside. 

That sucker make more trouble than he cure. 

And in all the flying fur 

your uncle, actin with his raw white friends, s-LIDE 
him from this sadly lackin life. 


HAM 


Hmph! My uncle, huh? Think harder. 
Don’t you mean my NEW and thoroughly corrupted father? 


HOMEBOY 


(dancing) I don’t know what I mean. 

I don’t mean what | mean. 

Cause I’m mean! 

And in the whole mean 

scene and down these mean streets 
ole Homeboy he’s the mostest, meanest dude what am, Han. 
Cause I be. I am! Not looking for no reasons why. 


And that’s why I don’t try! 
I stay here in the neighborhood and do NOT need no college 
neither cause this here blacktop is my Yale and my Harvard. 


HAM 
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I got your Yale and Harvard here. (slapping HOMEBOY’s 


back pocket) 
Still read a book a day? 


HOMEBOY 


Sometime two, *cause none of them is true 


and the more it aint the more | read it through. 


I like philosophy the best and poems too, 

cause they’s the worst all round. 

They’re bad! But |! just do it...till hu- 

mane voices wake us and we clown... 

let us go then you and ! 

while the sun spreads out across the sky... 
HAM 

Please! 


HOMEBOY 


like a parson etherized 
upon a trollop. 


HAM 


You’re bad! 


HOMEBOY 
Uh uh, *cause every atom in me’s good 
as all the Eves in you. 
That last one there’s Walt Whitman, don’t you see, 
uh, with some liberty. 
Across the nation: emancipation! 
HAM 
(waves arms) Oh yeah, then let me see your ration card, 
It’s an intrusion 
all this allusion. 
HOMEBOY 
That one I like, Sad Ass. 
HAM 
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Bard. 


o 


Yeah, I come here with heavy heart. I guess I can’t deny that. 
HOMEBOY 


Like your head your heart is fat. (leads him to the 
bleachers and thrusts him down) This here’s the place for lovers 

to be restin’, restin all the shit and sex 

mixing up their heads. 


People are people, even mothers. 
Don’t ask them to transcend 

the way I do S-ailin for a dunk or 
sending up a three. 


See, life throws up bricks, Ham, so hey! 

you forget your dear Felicia and dear dear 

darling mama dear, okay? 

(aside)--and both of them be poison different ways! 
Women! Sweetness their scat; 

inside...hellcats! 


Yeah you just rest a spell, eye- 

balling all the really hottest latest styles 

right here! "*Cause it’s Homeboy the ladies’ joy! 
e Clyde the Glide, Twin Towers by hisself. 

The Flash of Fingerrrrroll. D-octor of the Dunk! 

The dark Bird, a raven that’s ravin’! 


Opponent 

don’t moan it’s 
my hook. 

Get shook! 


HAM 


You gotta be a little boy 
to find such joy, incidentally. 


HOMEBOY 


Y’all mean quintissentially 

"cause. like anything, Ham, y’all get happy 

when you make it like an art y’see-- 
EEEEE-ra--asing [erasing] all the schemin misery-- 
then it is, my bestest friend, I shit you not-- 

nor giving you no dreamin-- 

like nearer oh my god to me! 


HAM 
¢ ; I’d like to feel that way just once. 
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HOMEBOY 

Dunce, outside this court the world’s insane 

with crack-cocaine and pimps and sleazy 

dealers rushing through mean streets in big-ass cars. 
HAM 

Sly guys and shoot-bys! 
HOMEBOY 


But when we have the games at night 
this old blacktop’s an island full of stars! 


0 Look you face! You got no fun no zest no spirit. 
(into a kind of halting soft shoe routine mocking HAM) 


You wor- ry all the time 
and think and think and think. 


(back to basketball) That’s the way, my studyin boy, to sink! 
But there’s more sense 
in arrogance, and to stay alive down here 
it’s just a fact: You gotta act! 
HAM 
I1’?ll...come tonight, I will, you...you silly...dancer! 
And see this old guy lookin like my Dad. 
It’s like...I don’t know...cancer. 
HOMEBOY 
Hey what?! Wow you rag’s some drag! 
So rap me no mo’ rappin on Big-C! 
Leastswise don’t distract 


me 'cause you this moment scopin 
out the now and future roundbal! king! 


HAM 


I mean you get it bad, 
then you’ll try anything. 


END OF DRAFT/TREATMENT SCENE 1 RAP HAMLET 
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